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" The Traveler marks the ':1ital hour.
It is this: one, ~he hour t~ feast
When the mou'th, opened to devour,
Fills in the semblance of ithe beast.
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"There is no choice. Hi~ arms .,r~ach
And grab all morsels in tHeir claws.
This is no time for him to shout.
Defense for an instinctive cause.
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The nails dig ih and cla~ the meat
Until the flesh constimes his growl
And the full maw dulls the complete
, Pleasure in random fish and fowl.
The Traveler kno:ws the beast of prey.
Now, one of them', he eats his fill
And tqen in turn fallsoq. the way
Feasted by death beyond !the hill.
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'THE LINE
_Some one in this room, with p~pers on the floor, /
And magazines in racks, and books piled high,
Remembers Amy Lowell, sees her ~t the door
And thiI)ks how he o~s:e said, "iShe will not die.",
~,
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As purpOseless words are writ on the thin ,gray sheets
Somet~ing with purpose he see~ in the dark ink well,
Recalling how she worked to ~eep. J ahn Keats~
And John Keats, others-from ~ memory-less Hell.
I
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He has ~ swift machine that sets the words, .
1Iurriefny massing protection for the dead,
Swingiyg across the room, imprisoned birds,
Amy Lowell, John Keats and Chapman within his head.
.
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Some one in this room says, "The poets are mine.
I .shall keep, them. T~e world must not forget.
(Memdry is enough tto keep the unbroken line.
The world is dead.)" and lights a cigarette.
RAY M 0 N D
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SHADOW
It ~s this shadow I most dread.
NQt the sick noT' addicted figurehead,
but the dangerou~ silhouette
of him that loiteis in 'the armor
of necessarily foreboding past.
THis shadow he ~an nevermore arrest.
It is the barrier df distrpst against his neighbor..
One does not argjue mercy of this ghost.

a

Just as unheeded smoke can choke
a prQud and handsome sky,
so does this jealous shadow defy
the stoutest desir€s in us pious folk.
IN PRAISE OF FIGS
Your cl(j)ver-like leaves outstrip the vineyards I have seen.
No sycamore can boas~ of your persuasive green,
When summer licks tlte shadows from your sticky sheen.
What bplging fruit, dmp and purple to ferment,
furnish ~estimony of passionate extravagance!
Once ddssicated black by the furious heat,
insects ~elish your biblical sweet,
and bir~ delight in plundering such cargo.
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